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Summary 


Foolish girl, says Baghra, shaking her head and tsking, you never stood a chance. 


It’s not that Alina’s unfamiliar with the concept of being a disappointment. But somehow, of 
all the words that left the old woman’s sharp tongue, those last few stung the most. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Alina is tired. She is tired of running, of hiding, and of living in constant fear of being 
discovered. She’s tired of being hunted by people who want to use her powers and people 
who want to punish her for looking the wrong way. So when she slams against the wall and 
dislocates her shoulder after an altercation with an angry, middle-aged man (it is always an 
angry, middle-aged man), maybe she doesn’t get up as fast as she could’ve. Maybe the 
numbing pain temporarily disabling the use of her left arm combined with her extreme 
exhaustion distracts her from screaming at the very top of her lungs for Mal. 


She calls, but it’s easily drowned out by the taunts and jeers of the thugs who push her into a 
back alley. 


Just as it feels like her final curtain call, something large and nightmarish swoops in front of 
her and tears down two men at once. Before anyone can react, it bats its large, demonic wings 
and takes a bite out of a third. The remaining party manages to stumble back onto the street, 
chased only by the dying screams of their comrades and the ungodly cry of a volcra. 


A volcra. Outside of the Fold. 


Shaken and absolutely depleted, she collapses. The last thing she sees before passing out is 
the monster turning back to her and snarling viciously. 


Alina rouses in a bedroom. It’s not as fancy or luxurious as the Little Palace, but it’s far better 
than anywhere she’s called a bed these last few months. The toasty heat of a nearby fireplace 
feels particularly divine and she turns her head towards it with a soft sigh. Her eyes open to 
find a figure, dressed entirely in black, brooding beside the fireplace. His back is turned to 
her but she would recognize him anywhere. 


Her pulse quickens as she touches her neck and lifts both hands up for inspection. “What?” 
her voice croaks with exhaustion and something probably bordering on a cold. “No chains 
this time?” 


His head turns just enough to show his shadowed face in profile. “I recall you finding them 
disagreeable.” His voice is low, husky, resigned. He gives a dismissive flick of his wrist 
before returning his gaze to the fire. “Danger has a knack of finding you, Miss Starkov. When 
you decide to flee from me again, I do not wish to further impede your chances of survival.” 


He terrifies her. Did he actually summon and control a volcra beyond The Fold? She just 
can’t be in the same room as him and NOT be afraid. But as she stares at his rigid outline 
beside the fireplace, she can’t help but sense something off about him. He is tense. Agitated. 
And seems genuinely uninterested in engaging her... at all. 


Because her mouth feels like sandpaper and her throat grates with the threat of a flu, she asks 
simply, “Why?” After everything that’s been said and done, why help her? Why bring her 
here then refuse to meet her gaze? 


His visible hand clenches into a fist. “Do you think I care so little,” he sneers, voice hushed 
and thick with emotions she can’t all place, “that forsaking me would be enough reason to let 
you die?” 


Alina shivers. His words are both threat and admonition. So long as she’s in the same room 
as him, she is safe from every other conceivable threat to her person. The list is long and he 
knows it. She may no longer hold his favor, but he was granting her this small mercy. 


At the very least, he was offering her a chance to catch some proper rest. “Thank you,” she 
murmurs with what she hopes sounds like sincere gratitude. Alina closes her eyes and drifts 
into a dreamless sleep. 


The fever makes her delirious. It brings forth faces that both haunt and scorn her. 


Sankte Alina, say the Grishas whose faces and keftas she remembers but not their names, 
right before they died protecting or pursuing her. 


I was right, the face of Raisa says, followed by Alexei and the rest of her cartography unit: 
You killed us. 


Foolish girl, says Baghra, shaking her head and tsking, you never stood a chance. 


Alina trembles. It’s not that she’s unfamiliar with the concept of being a disappointment. But 
somehow, of all the words that left the old woman’s sharp tongue, those last few stung the 
most. She knows the look of a mother displeased with their child’s association to an orphan 
with less than ideal breeding. Even if Baghra’s actions were done with a unique brew of hard 
love and good intentions, the way she’d spoken to Alina -- had always spoken to her, really -- 
felt more like a mother warning off unwanted advances to their child than a teacher offering 
cautionary advice. 


She’d seen it enough growing up in Keramzin. Then, in First Army training. It seemed even 
becoming the long-awaited Sun Summoner was not enough to convince everyone of her 
worthiness. Not to Baghra, not to all the Grisha in the Little Palace, and certainly not to her 
former cartography unit. 


She thinks she sees Kirigan’s heartrender at some point -- Ivan? -- standing over her with a 
bowl of soup in his hand, his expression full of contempt. “Heretic,” he spits. 


Alina just laughs and laughs and laughs. It’s funny because it’s true. 


“Now we’re equals,” she thinks she says to the shadowed silhouette hovering nearby. 


The fever breaks a few days later. 


Though he’s kept the heat from the fire going strong, the cooling sweat on her skin makes 
Alina shiver. She looks weak. Pale. Wrong. 


It angers him to see her like this. Before he even realizes it, he’s kneeling before the bed, eyes 
level with hers, burning with rage. Her eyes open slowly to meet his and she blinks once. 
Twice. Shock fills her expression at their close proximity and, tentatively, she reaches for his 
face. 


He closes his eyes and allows her to trace the dark lines marring his features. Her touch is 
feather-light but unafraid. “You look awful,” she croaks. 


Despite the pain, he manages a small smile. “The price of power... without you.” 


Alina lets her hand drop back to her side. There is satisfaction in seeing him as scarred on the 
surface as she feels every time she touches her neck. There is justice in the fact that they both 
wear marks from their doomed encounter. 


And yet. “Aleksander--” 


“Rest,” he commands, his hand gliding over hers in a phantom caress as he rises to his feet. 
“Your hero will be here for you soon.” 


As it turns out, Alina is quick to recover. She regains enough of her appetite and her energy 
that she starts crossing words with the Black General the very next day. “Brute force cannot 
be the only way...” 


“And what have you accomplished, master tactician?” he snaps, pacing furiously at the 
fireplace. “I have tried everything: different strategies in different lifetimes, different rulers 
with different armies, endured all forms of torment and hardships and... loss. And always, I 
was met with failure.” He shakes his head and sighs with frustration. “FORCE is the only 
way, Alina. POWER is the only thing that guarantees Grisha some semblance of safety.” 


Able to sit up in bed now, she shakes her head. “Your mother doesn’t believe so,” she points 
out. “Otherwise she wouldn’t be opposing you.” 


A bitter chuckle escapes his lips. “My mother has survived longer than anyone because she 
refuses to fight. She doesn’t understand why I suffer all this.” He stops briefly to gesture at 
himself and glare at her. 


Alina raises her chin defiantly. “So why do you?” 


“Because...” He stalks across the room to stand before her in three quick strides. “Not doing 
anything at all, when I have the power to do so, is a worse fate than death.” 


Kirigan looms over her with a strange mixture of menace and hope, daring her to understand. 
Contrary to what she’d made herself believe, his heart is not cold. It burns with fervor and 
unwavering conviction. 


“T have never ever given up hope that one day, I will see a world where Grisha are safe.” 


Alina’s breath catches. It is enough of a reaction for him to lower his guard a little and let the 
fire quiet in his eyes. With a deep sigh, he collapses onto the bed beside her. His shoulders 
slump as he runs a heavy hand over his face and his hair. “But,” he continues in a much more 
hushed, much more intimate tone. “There is one thing I regret.” 


She can’t help the way her eyes roll. “Just one?” 


He looks at her then, gaze as intense and captivating as the day they’d first met. “This,” he 
says, ghosting his fingers over her collarbone in the outline of the antlers they both know are 
there. “Should have been a crown.” 


He lowers his gaze and drops to his knees at her bedside. He takes her hand and kisses it 
reverently. It’s not an apology. But if she lets him, he’s determined to show her -- for however 


long it takes and as many times as needed -- that she is something far more important than 
someone who could be his equal. 


Silence falls between them. 


He looks up and their eyes meet for a long, meaningful moment. 


Gently, Alina pulls her hand back into the bed... and him with it. 


An ungodly screech pierces the early evening sky. 


Or... was it morning? She’d lost track after the third time he-- 


Alina reaches across the bed. Alarmed to find it empty, she sits up and looks around the 
room. Her initial anxiety disappears when she spots him standing in the shadow of a partially 
opened window, his unmarred body beautifully outlined in the afterlight. “Aleksander...” she 
smiles softly, but it quickly fades when the dark look on his face doesn’t disappear. She pulls 
the covers instinctively over herself and frowns. “What’s wrong?” 


His eyes shift back towards the window and he lets out a deep sigh. His disappointment is 
genuine. 


“Your hero is here.” 


End Notes 


Special thanks to yototo and Lizicia whose comment discussions inadvertently gave me the 
prompts that inspired this piece. The title is lyrics from Kygo & Kim Petras' Broken Glass 
which I think is a real contender for a Kirigalina/Kirilina anthem: 


We could've done this perfectly 
But we're useless But we're useless But we're useless 
Nobody does a tragedy like you and me 
‘Cause we're ruthless 'Cause we're ruthless 'Cause we're ruthless 


I didn't write the sexy time, I'm sorry. It... didn't feel right? But now I'm left with yet more 
lingering feels so... maybe. One more. 


Between updates I can be found stalking quietly around Tumblr. Please come and poke me 
with prompts! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


